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nous drone his thoughts, opinions, and doings.
That they did not understand a word of what he-
said did not trouble him in the least; but when they
grew old enough to understand and to speak and
to question him, he began to take a new pleasure
In explaining to them the world in which he lived..
It was a strange world, a world of bare and brutal
facts, of superstition, of grotesque imagination; a
world of trees and the perpetual twilight of their
shade; a world of hunger and fear and devils, where
a man was helpless before the unseen and unintelli-
gible powers surrounding him. He would go over
to them again and again in the season of drought
the reckoning of his small store of grain, and the
near approach of the time when it would be ex-
hausted; his perpetual fear of hunger; his means
and plans for obtaining just enough for existence
until the next chena season. But, above all, his
pleasure seemed to be to tell them of the jungle, of
his wanderings in search of game, of his watchings
by the water-holes at night, of the animals and devils
which lived among its shadows.